young------   They never followed a premise to its logical conclusion

He sighed. To-night he took no intricate paths to the denouement
that mental companionship might have saved himself and Mary from
the bleak impasse they had reached.

He carried the vision of Mary's resigned, uninterested face to the
library with him. There was always consolation for him there. The

ghosts of the past and------  He grinned wryly at the brandy decanter.

He hadn't meant to have another drink to-night. But he poured him-
self a stiff brandy and drank it straight.

The house was quiet. The fire was dead in the grate. He poured
himself another brandy. This he sipped slowly. With his 'head
resting against the leather back of the sofa, he sought a measure of
escape from the sudden burden of marital defeat. At least between
them they had produced an alert and individualistic family. His
spirits rebounded quickly. The very thought of his children was a
tonic.

He nodded mockingly to Ann Severs, remote upon the wall. Julia
had taken away Gabrielle Le Due from him, and he missed her
warmth and approbation. But Ann Severs piqued him, put him on his
mettle.

" I don't think you like me very well," he told her. " And I don't
care much about you either. But we all keep the strain moving, and
I guess that's what we're here for."

He chuckled, and hummed an old Sunday school refrain, " * You1
your small corner, and I in mine.'"
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1 HE next morning Julia telephoned Howard Renville. His answer-
ing voice was cordial. A record clerk's job was vacant. Would she
care to apply for the position? Yes, she would. Julia's hand clung to
the receiver as she replaced it on its hook. Secretly she had hoped for
a rebuff. Now she had no alternative but to go ahead. "
The house was quiet. Julia found the living-room silent and chilly.
A thin film of dust covered the furniture. Ashes overflowed the grate
in the fireplace. Julia shivered. Her glance met the eyes of the first
Gabrielle, serene in her golden frame.
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